42                 TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
desert road was littered with the corpses of good British
soldiers and that a score lay mutilated in the next ward.
Seeing him only through the red haze of anger, I sum-
moned all my scanty Turkish to my assistance and bade
him get away and go to the devil. He was unmoved,
but in French he politely regretted my lack of courtesy
and gave orders that I should be removed forthwith to
the prison at the Ministry of War.